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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

*
Isobel Stormont, daughter of Sir David Stormont. a wealthy Scotch country gentle-

disappears without leaving thé slightest tra

was a quiet, retiring girl

ce.. She
only one distinguishing feature—beautiful Titian hair, which had been a mark
flance, Basil ' C 6

e Stormont family for generations. Her
to ald. in the search for her, and final

'onyers, comes from Lon-

ly receives intelligence that a girl snswer-

iption has been seen with a band of gypsies

® Gulded by a gYDPsY, he finds Isobel, almost

dead in an abandoned dwelling, Her

e been changed, and when she recovers she seems to be another girl. All
her experiences has been wiped out by the privations she has undergone,

she begins a new life.

1ivates Basil,

Her character is quite changed, and she completely cap-
whose affection for her heretoforé has beenlmo

re of the nl ind.
f the pockets of her gown is found &n old Bible, which Sir Davtva appro-

. e seems unexplainably perturbed over her return.
Varlous stories of the girl's experiences are cifculated. and attract the attention

ot Evelyn Ashe,

gagement unt! Christmas which

fortune hunter, who meets her at a charity fete given at h

er home.

David extracts a Promlu from Basil that he Wil tiot renew his en-
s four months away.

Then, to complicate matters
obile. -~

further, Ashe saves Isobel from heing run aver by an sutom

CHAPTER XII—(Continued)

AlS tout, m'sieur—
absolument tout!”
cried Justine,
flinging out her
hands and reyert-
ing to her .own
language. “She
know nothing—not
where one thing is
—her frocks, her
chiffons, her jew-
els and, more
strange yet, she
not know even
what things are
for. Ah, I tell
m'sieur, and then
he belleve. She

return even more beautiful, all but her

hands. Ah, c’est affreuse, me, I.weep
over them, for what must the poor an-
gel have suffered.- So I bring the things
for the manicure, but before I begin she
regard them surprised. “Why, Justine,’
she say, hat do you with all these

queer things; what are they for? 4

stare, 1 confess, but I ask pardon, and I

say: ‘But, mademoiselle, for the hands,

what else? *‘For the hands? she say,
and stare more than me. “What on earth
all these toothpick things have they to
do with my hands?' Figure to yourseif,
mm’'sieur! Ah, I could tell m'sleur more

—much more, but now,” triumphantly,
he cannot doubt that mademoiselle for-

by “It ta well, perhaps, that she does for-
get,” sald Ashe gently, “since even we
-an hardly bear to think what she must
nhave suffered.”

“M'sieur, if you had seen her that
night—Dieu - merei, you did not—the
monsters—they had taken everything—

rything at—m’sieur has doubtless

rd of the strange thing.” Justine
wered her voice, a new. and a‘deeply
rested listener was & temptation she

: “There was a little *
Testamént in the pocket of the little
black frock she had on—pah, such &
rag."”

“"fhat was curious—you were sure It
was not her own?”

“Her | own—mais non! Miladi, she
thinks /it helps to keep mademoiselle
safe. /True, it .s the word of ‘le
bon Dieu, though not ag we have It
In my. country, we would have hung
it up in the church, but Sir David, he
keep it safe.”

“And was there no name on it, noth-
ing that could sug;est where made-
moiselle had beén? 3

“There was some writing indeed, but
1 know not what, though when miladi
lo&k’ at it, she exc/aim, ‘A mother's
gittr ™

A heavy step sounded.

“You must tell me more about this”™
said Ashe, in a low veolce, as Lord
Dalguise appeared, and Justine, a de-
mure, bright-eyed mouse once more,
tripped away.

“Rum business that tonlﬁ{xt" said
Lord Dalguise, when Ashe ad com-
municated the result of his inquiries
as to Miss Stormont. “T've known
the child all her life, and never Knew
she could sing, let alome sing lIike
that! Jove, I'd vive a goc.! deal- to
hear her again,” with a laugh, “Are
you for the smoking room2”

«] think not,” sald Ashe, turning
away. “T've had enough for tonight.”

Enough to think about certa nly!
Again, as in the tapestry room when
confronted by the mystery of the por-
traits, he felt that in Justine's chatter
the end ' of a clue had been- put into
his hand which, it he could but follow
up, must lead to something vital—
comething beyond the bilnd alleys ot @
vain conjecture in which he had been
wandering.

CHAPTER XIII
MOTHER AND DAUGHTER.

P in her room, Isobel stood by
the window flung wide to the
autumn night—still and heavy
and warm for the season. She

had changed her dinner dress for »
loose gown of white silk with long,

p |
radical change in mind and body had
passed over her daughter during that
strange absence and apparent suspen-
sion of her faculties it was idle any
longer to deny.

But she was naturally a woman of a
brave and hopeful temrerament, and
light had already dawned upon her
out ofy such deep darkness that it
was not unnatural for her to expect
that some way would be found out of
these strange and new perplexities.
They would go abroad and winter in
Italy. It would be a new wonderland
for Isobel, and it would be delightful
to witness her fresh joy in it. Her
newly” awakened oowers would gain
equal balance, and these strange little
ebullitions would pass away and be
forgotten. They would learn to know
each other and draw together as in
the old days. Basil might join them
by and by, and her husband’s unrea-
sonable embazgo removed, all would
g0 as merry as those wedding bells
whose chime she already heard in
hopeful f-acy.

Isobel was leaning a little forward out
of the window, and a faint, wandering
breeze was fllling and raising her long
white falling sleeves till they looked like
fluttering wings. Lady Stormont rose
and went up to her.

“Shut the window, darling, and come
aver here. You look like the fairy wife
in the Arabian Nights, with her feather
dress on. I feel that if I don't hold you
down,” laying a playful hand upon her
arm, “you may fly away and leave us.”

“Perhaps it would be the besat thing |
could do,” sald the girl with a slight
shiver and staring out into the darkness

“My dear!” sald Lady Stormont re-
proachifully. “kut ;cu are quite cold,”
closing the window and drawing Isobel
toward the hearth, where a little fire of

pine knots was blazing cheerfully.

“I mean it,” said Isobel, drawing her-
self away a little from the caressing
hand. “You aré glad to have me back
again, but who else i1s? Do you think [
can’'t see and feel and understand,
though I can’t remember? 1 am learn-
ing fast, and I have learned a great deal
today; more than I bargained for,’”” with
a laugh that jarred.

“My dear, my dear, you must not talk
like that,”” sald her mother soothingly.
“Your father is not very well just now—
he “is not himself—and your cousin
Basil—"

“I think 1 have heard enough of my
courin Basil today,” broke in 1sobel, face
and figure stiffening.

“No, you must' let me explain,” went
on Lady ! .ormort, though Isobel made
a gesture of Impatience. I am to blame
for not having told you sooner—for let-
ting you hear it, as you did today. It is
cruelly unfalr to Basil as well as to
yourself. It was only because your
father insisted—"

*Oh, don’t trouble to explain; as I say,
1 can understand. A man doesn’t want
a wife without a memory, who may say
or do goodness knows what queer
things,” her accent broadening, as it did,
with excitement. ‘“‘It was the old me he
was to marry, and I'm not her any long-
er, whatever fam.”

Lady Stormont locked at her, half-
frightened. The truth put thus nakedly
into words struck her like an actual
blow.

“Mother—mother, If you fail me, if
vou desert mel!" rose her exceeding
great and bitter cry, as she flung her-
self into her mother’'s arms, “it would
have been better if I had never been
brought home again. And I was 80
happy”’ tflutuuy). “Only this morning
the world was so beautiful—like heaven,
1 thought, and full of kind people;.but
now—now I'm all astray. I haven't even
a self of my own” (with a wan, would-
be smile). ‘““And if I-try to think“—she
paused and gripped her mother's arm
hard. “Mother, why should I be afraid
to remember?”’ Thoarsely, while her
wide, scared eyes seemed to stab the
guestian home. “Was there anything
dreadful?”’

“No, no, 'my dear one,” sald Lady
Stormont, every hing forgotten save

“4It is better out here, isn’t it? said Ashe,

hanging sleeves, .....ag_almost to the
edge of her skirt 7ith . her pale
face, and shining hair, and flowing
white draperies, she had an uncannily
spiritual * look, like some unearthly
visitant only lingering for a little be-
fore winging a further flight.

80 her mother thought as she. sat
watching her with troubled >yes.
Since Justine had left the room the
silence. had remained unbroken, but
Tady Stormont’s inoughts “were C-
cupation engugh, and they were bitter
e perplezed. That some mysterious but
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the desire to soothe and comfort her
child. *‘Except these days .when you
were away from us, and are past
and gone, and beyond them are all the
peaceful, happy years—when you were
my little baby, my wee, toddling girlle,
my little Isobel growing up beside me
Hike a flower. You would ifke'to remem-
ber that” (wisttully),
even though you have to 100k across
these dark days to see it—and the dark-
ness will pass—"
“] don’'t kmow,” said Isobel slowly
and with no relaxing of the tenslon o

her face, “Just now, I{f I try to think,
it seems all darkness,' and—and—oh, I
am afraid of the darknessl!”

<

CHAPTER XIV
GROPING '~ THE DARK.

HE sunlight was - staring In
through the 'ong, unshaded win-
dows, making square patches of
brightiess on the walls, once

painted drab -e¢rhaps, but now a neu-
tral dust .olor, &ni bare save for sev-
eral arid-looking maps. 1t touched
here and there, too, the rows of little
figures seated at tue worn, ink-stained
desks. 'The girls wore scanty dark
stuff froc s and qua‘nt bibbed holland
pinafores, “ hilé ' the boys, stolidly en-
during the ulscomfort of their broad,
stifly starched sSuaday collars, al-
though—and this w~as the head and
front of iieir gricvance—this was not
Sunday, lut the “.pening day of the
great endowed scacel at Duncaird—the
Murray Mortification, as it was called,
from that guaint term in Scois law for
money set aside 1or charitable purposes,
and which must surely have had its rise
in the feelings of incensed and disap-
pointed relatives,

Endurance indeed was the note of
the yo.thful gathering, for the room,
epacious though it was, was hot and
stuffy, and the speeches were long.
Except for a few, the excitement had
already palled of gaszing at the ‘'gen-
try” on the platform, especially “the
braw leddies,” sharp though the con-
trast was Letween the low-toned sur-

_ roundings and that bright group, con-

spicuous amid which was Isobel Stor-
mont, in her plainly falling white
cloth gown. The similarity of expres-
sion and dress gave a curious look of
dull uniformity to the little faces,
though in detail they might be round
and chubby, thin and pale, fair or
dark.

Perhaps it was this which added to
th. strange sense of oppression of
which Isobel was consclous, for en-
durance was by no means confined to
the desks and the low benches, His
Grace, who was at present dealing
out excellent advice and well-worn
platitudes, was at no time an enliven-
ing speaker,but to-how many “grown-
ups”’ in o generaticn is the gift of
speaking to children given? As he
droned on, and ‘he children stared
blank and ruminant, and the gentry
on the platform, in-spite of the di-
yinity that doth hedge a duke, fidget-
ed. yawned, and glanced furtively at
watch-bracelets, sobel’s eyes wan-

r 4

_frown.

relieved -the garden from dulness, and
gave an air of comveutual.repose to the
sweep of grass set about with a few
formal buskies. A

Isobel sat down on the stone bench
whigh ran round the recess of the cen-
ter-arch, and Ashe, leaning against one
of the pillars, gdzed at the picture pre- -
sented to him, 'The old gray moulder-
ing | stone, arabesqued with velvety
green moss and the creeping orangé
lichen, formed a background which
would have ravished a painter's -eye,
and| which enhanced the girl's delicate
beauty and young freshness.

“It 'is better out here, isn't it?" said
Aghe. smiling. "I was afraid for some
time that the heat in there was getting
quite too much for you.~ I dan't kmow
why it should be, but, so far’ as my:

vallantly hig it.

“I might have given the birds a holi-

dsy, too—they've got uncommon: wild

singe Tuesday’'s storm—but I didn’t
know if you’d want my long legs crowd-
ing up the carriage. Ashe is coming
out in a new light, though,” he said,
with' would-be carelessness. - “I don’t
seem to ses him somehow as an ama-
teur school Inspector. How did the
poor little begggra comport themselves?'
Speeches are bad enough on breaking-up
day, but to jaw at them at the beginning

very  lmited experience -goes,” there
seems 1o he someé mysterious conjunc-

tion between gopd works and bad air; at
least I suppose that teaching the orphan :
mcre. o Jéss ‘Unnecesgdry things and
¢lothing him, tgpugh not* over-comfort-
ably; would be considered a good work.”
“I don't know if it was altogether the
heat,” said’ Isobel slowly, and without
hgodhc— the last words or, indeed, Ashe
himself much. She seemed rather to be
trylng to account to herself for her

b strange sengations. “I had the oddes
feeling in there. I can't describe it,

there &re 30 maeany things I haven't
even words for,” with. a perplexed

“I “felt as If something was
happening to-me, some change golng on,
as i In a little I shouldn’t know any
longer whether I was myself or one of
these poor little mites on the benches.
An it was, I seemed to fecl just how

-4ired their poor-backs were, and how

they were wishing to lean.their elbows
on the desks, and “wearying for that
-dreadful dull old man—duke or no duke,
much they’d care—to stop. Oh, I know

%0 well”—sghe paused sbruptly, a baffied,

‘bewildered look upon her face.

“I suppome it's the .concentrated dul-
_ness of all the hot; weary hours you've
spent in there,” glancing toward the big

"'square building, ‘‘descending upon you

dered over the great, bare, colorless .

room, cver the rows of sleek, cropped
heads and listless, vacant young faces
in a growing -distress, which. with
eyery moment she found it harder to
conguer or even to congceal.
was the matter? Was she asleep or
eaming?

dr‘-ﬂavegl ever been here before? Did
anything ever happen here?'’ .she asked
beér mother in ® strained whisper, which
with the carrying power of a whisper
reached other ears beside those fbr
which it was intended, notably Evelyn
Ashe's, sedted close behind.

“Yes, dear, you have beeu often here
with me,” sald Lady Stormont, looking
uneasily at her, Her face was'no long-
er merely P\ale. but white as her gown,
while bluish shadows showed under the
dilated eves.. “It iz ve hot certain-
ly,” her glance following bel’s, which
was measuring the distance between her
and the door—a distance which seemed
mysteriously to have increased; “'but if
you can bear it for a few minutes longer
1 think we shall all be released soon.”

At last! A long b%ath. & scraping of
chairs and a tapping of gloved fingers on
the plaiform and a shrill hurricane of

&ll at once, though mercifully you can’t
recall them.. What a blessing to forget

:how often and how desperately one has
-been bored. Just think how you score

there,” said Ashe smiling. ‘““You've not
been bored out here, s0 you've mo un-
comfortable sensations now ~— voila
tout)” 9 ¢
. "It I have not been bored out here,
1 am afrald you will be, if I infiict
many more of my fancies and feelings
upon you,” said Isobel with the little
soclety smile she was already learn-
ng to assume. ‘““Yes, I suppose that

- must be the explanation, for although

‘What .

1 seemed to realize their feelings
cwhez:liltl dghnof t:}Eﬁ% that I was e‘ver.ﬁ
y-8¢hoo! " with

partly to 1 Ve, L o hu(l,\
noyance at

thoughts so
champion ;bhim
felt at ease with him, and tho

ufh he

_had a shy pew-born wonder and mura'-

. in tne knowledg e
was

e of her you
ness a no “4hore nverge gmt.a‘;:

miration than any other healthy-minded

. girl, the consclousness that Aslie's eyes

cheers from the benches, in which. relfef

very fairly supplied the Plnce of enthu-
siasm, under cover of which Ashe lganed
forward, saying eagerly:

“I am afraid Miss Btormont finds the
heat trying. May I not take her out to

# the garden for a little? I understand
you have still to go through the dormi-
iories or some fatigue duty of that
sort.,”

Lady Stormont hesitated, but before
she could reply Isobel took the matter
into her.own hands,

“Yes,” she sald feyerishly, “I 'will go
anywhere—anywhere away from

“]1 shall join you In"a few minutes
then,” =aid Lady Stormont reluctantly.

As Ashe piloted his>¢cha thro
the shifting ;goug.to the door he feit
that his reward d come—his reward
for his lost sport, and for those long
dusty ten miles on the back seat.of the
Stormont barouche—long, it had to be

smiling.”
lald“:nited. even with Isobel's face betore

The site of the Murray Mortification
had once been that of an old monast
of the Gray ' , which had
stirring deeX- in -its day, but which in
its decay had hecome a quarry for the
townutolk tHl, Ha e ich formed part of
of the ters, w. () o
the garden wall, the last remnants had

'

here.”” *

s

S

were Howing her  every movement
5 herself with a l’hp:!n!b

air of indifference as she rose and
moved slowly down the flagged path to
meet Lady Stormont, who, with two
of the county magnates, had now ap-
peared in the garden. i

Ashe smiled at the preposterous sug-
gestion, but a quick gleam crossed his
eyes, like the quiver of summer lght-
ning vanishing before one can polint its
vluce., &
“No,” he said, as he saunterzd at h
side toward the waiting group. 'e';
shonld think that very oniikely, even it
one were a Buddhist and believed in a
series of former existences, though at
times =ne has such an odd feeling—like
yours just now—of having-seen, or done,
or said something ¢xactly the same
fore, that it gives some color to such a ™
notlon.” g S f

‘“‘What a creepy idea,” sald Isobel,
shouldn't like to believe it. I know I
find one ‘former self,’’ with a laugh,
“quite enough.”

Wh%x they reachied the others good-
byes were being. exchanged—the: group

s, l;'lrsu- Davia ‘to desert us

*“Pod b
today, ig ly . remer an o)
day wi st !¥n’,"§ ﬁ%ﬁd‘ was E;.
lnq to Lady Stormont, 5
“Perhaps he would think that a rr.
lor

hy ~he might be absolved
RN | il ot
e special business.
he would have returned
morning,

he must ha ¢ g
= ) i hv. been  de-
a'

ed, and at last ad fo co;

ﬂ:{‘ without  him. é':w. er, ‘£ Ry
safely tell him that hi rozu&olwunt
really required. It will some conso-
lation to him for not ha

to keep his word. I tell ﬂ:m

a sort of fetich of it.”’ 1

CHAPTER XV
AN. UNCONSCIOUS RIVAL. |

HE level sunset light was pouring
through the tall ancets of the ta-
pestry room as Basil entered it,
making three long lanes of bright-

ness and throwing the rest of the ‘room
into shadow. For & moment, with the sun
dassling in his eyes, he thought the
room was empty; then he saw & white °
figure in a deep, high-backed chalr,
and he came forward with a quicken--
ed step. During the past days, if he
had at least not. at y-
Short of ' leaving Stormont, it ‘wes,
the only course left to him if he were

(5,40 Bl T8, 5, BB, ek
too tauch to W
: x;ﬂ W
et o he

had not sought.

Yet he seemgd to
have nothing X H

a8
he would fain have

like a recurring wave the :
that hot, listening room with its rows

ity

was beginning to hate it—as her father,
every one compared her and all she
said or did with it and what she used
to ba—and she caught up that big Turk-
" jsh paper-kKnife—you know the one? She
was quite overwrought, of course, but
any foo—any one, I mean,” hastily,
“might have known that she wouldn't
have touched the canvas, but Sir David
unluckily ecame in at that moment, and
he caught her hand, and—well, he
seemed rather excited, too; he pushed
her back,” he wound up lamely ‘with a
deprecating glance at Lady Stormont's
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think all our nerves have got. rathicr.
the better of us,” trying to smile, ™|
think we'd be very much thevbetter of
a change of surroundiggs, somethins
new to see and to think of.” . And Lady
Stormont -again unfolded her piaa,
dwelling fondly, as she had already done
in thought, on the delight of opening a1
new world to Isobel, ©f seeing her fiexn
,Joy in the sight of Alplne snows, «f
the dreamy, blue curves of the Rivie:a,
of immemorial Italian towns, of marb &
villas with their storfed walis.

Sir David listened, or at least he did

“<At times I feel as if I could kiil her.”

“QOh, they stared and stared till I
hink they must have—I can't get the
word”’—with her little perplexed frown.

“Hypnotized you,’* suggested Conyers.

& P that's th

_her sense . *Yes, po the wor

aving 3. " though 1k .

¥ 1o > ; t  means e‘? Anyhow, they stared
—.'Bn(?.‘ but mi’n $  losing hold somie-

as if T wai e sure who I

though,” with rather a flavorless
jaugh, “I don't know if I'm ever. Very
sure of that now.” -,

As - she spoke, she drew herself up
from the depths of her chair and stood,
erect, stretching out her arms with an
abandéon which was a little more frank
than convention prescribes.

“what do you mean?’ asked Conyers,
stirred by something in her tone. %

“] think you know what I mean,"
said lsobel, mutinously; then flushing as
she recollected Herself, and bastily let
her arms fall. Her eyes followed tae last
long fading sun ray which touched her
portralt, showing the face wan amid the
shadows. “None of you can ever think
of me without thinking of her. 1l lay
you're thinking just now; she wouldn.t
have done that, just .@is she.wouldn't
say or do hal the thi

“Neo, 1 don't think
Conyers, smiling, hisey
and then passing fro
tutedhfaca to
fore him.
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. CHAPTER XVI :
A COUNTERSTROKE. .
ASIL, what happsned yesterday
6 evening affer I lett the tapes-
: “4ry Toom?” asked Lady Stor-
ment, anxiously, as Conyers

m ::: room, to which she
; . nm a8 500D as breakfast
| Was over,

nt, its well-filled book
well-used writing table, W
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t away to room for w{m\ 0!
S D are solid . Gebrglan e idtngs ot miserable for no. ap _reason, the
the scheol. iuti}rﬁm;j nted arches, . te g%‘g;- administer guch
with their Slen clus colug}u L S Sucprigkss I8 (W (2L ced, ' he

mn flowers— 5
ala. o

t ppen again,”
in the deep .

‘moodily out.

B Lady

the old Hne.'l‘i

or two, h

‘nmow appearing once
. and 23.» nkn:lnvll-
_ha starting to light again.
e tmmm“e:'it.l
aven” g over it,”

3’:’&“ on 6rs uneasily, and tossing. the
heavy blind-tassel to and fro. "I sald
something that vexed Isobel, I scem to
have a knac that nowadays,"”

SEPTY k “ X,
eed e "l"@' ﬁa?j: ;qu'm’ Felhihat she

¥

out of sigh
re round mou
was

s ‘;hut the first relief is over

. tow:

anxious face.
“And that was al—I1 would rather
hear everything,” she said rather falter-

ingly. 5

“Aill"” ™echoed Conyers, “Well, it
seemed to me enough.” Then, as Lady
Stormont’ sdt for a moment in pained!
and puzzled silence, he burst out: *I
can’t bear it any longer. I ‘was to marry
Isobel—~I was always fond of- her, but
now—now I love her! It's life or death -
to me now, and ' ¥ must know where I
stand. I must see Sir David. He must,
either give me back my promise or ‘he
must give me some better reason for it
It's dsking too much of any man. If 1
may not speak ‘to Isobel, ‘I must leave!
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b me speak to my husban Tst,
Blasil." izid Lady Stormolnlt‘ anxlo\:;lyi
“1 can quite frank with you,
may say. that I cannot sympathize with
the position he has taken up.

‘I—I think it extreme; but 1 fear he
1s ill this morning; the business which
took him away so suddenly seems quite
to have upset him. Indeed, I think, 1OW:
we are all

more than we 1 ze from ‘the
strain. 1 Bavé just been telling lsobel
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own Wwithout me bringing miine, too; but
—but—" with a shamefac ook, *'T
sometimes think it's what women lke
you were made for,” But you'll.do what
you can for me_ with Si avid,” en- -
treatingly, as Lady Stormont drew
awday her thazlxd with a flush on her face
and a we eam in her eyes. :

She openes the Hbrary do’;r and stood
stock still on the threshold. -

*‘Good heavens—what is the meaning
of this?’ she exclaimed in blank amaze-
ment, followed by a quick sense of hurt .
and angry affront, for she was of a
warm and generous, but by no means of -
a placid paturs. “David, how. could you _
do such a thing? Surely I might have
been consulted—this is no -am: .
—~who knows how serious it may be?”"
her mind ranging dismayed through &
crowd of conjectures. Bear i
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robe and flowing peruke and the
sagacious face of the Lord Chief Ju
Btormont of & century back was
siim white figure and the e face of
her daughter—the change of light b: -
ing onttm&m full; thgr ;nlmatlc 4
on of the eyes. 'The portrait hung
awkwardly, too, which emphasized the
change and still. further invit om-
ment. ing a 1¢ it was t
ve
the high mantelpieee and rose above the
book shelves on either hand to the %-
nice of .the lofty covered ceiling. . Of
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a large picture could hang, but -
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“] wxvant the picture here," said Sir
David curtly; “and it is Isobel's wish
besides. She says she hates it; she
can't bear to see it—she gave proof of
that last night—well, she won't see.it so
much now that it's here.” : 3

“Oh, David, you are taking a few
hasty words far too seriously. Old Lady
Carruthers and some others 1 know
have been talking unwisely about her
portrait to Isobel, and In her present
state she is very seunsitlve, and no Won-
/der, to any reference *her old seif,
‘as she says, poor child. In fact 1
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was no other. place whére . must ceem tghhe
&&,« o

not interrupt her; but every now and
then as his wife spoke of Isobel he eust
a glance upward at the pictured face.
“I ‘think it is a very good plan,’ he
sald at last, ‘for you and lsobel, that
1s. Indeed, 1 ‘think it's the wisest
thing you could do to take her away
for a while; but—" shiff{ing some pit-
pers as he spoke, “I don’t see my wuy
tp leave home at present, and-—I thiux
ou would be better by yoursslves.
ou must see that yourcelf.. Three
is no company,” with a sorry attempt
at ‘'a laugh. ¥ e
“It used to be, said Lady Stor-
mont, briefly and bitterly. The trite
words and .all -that . they. recalled
showed but too clearly the breach be-
tween the past and the preseunt; be-
tween her husband’s mind and hera.
That with thelr child restored to themn
in brilliant - health ayd beauty, and
with quickened mentxl,'powm. save
in one direction, he should so broo:l
over Isobel’s loss of memory aand the
change in her mind and ‘manner was
to her, in her deeP, abounding’
fulness, wholly inexplicable, shock-
ing even. Loyal wife as she was; sha
was conscious of a certain shrinking.
Well, there is another ‘plan™ she
said, after a moment's silence, “ant
perhaps e€ven a better one. I could
rlmt be happ{ to-g0 away even with
£obel, and leave you alone—I dom't
think  you a&re very well, David,”
- hesitatingly. = For  all their twenty
.years of married life she felt that she
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ht—there is no need,”
8! Sir David, facing round on her:
1 have thought of all that—"
, “David,” said his‘wife, as he dia not
ugea.k, ‘you must let Bﬁ? have his
chance. If you compel him to silence,
you are running s great risk, you
cannot tell what harm you may do.
I cannot read Isobel's ‘mind nbow,”
ym; a piteous emphasis on : ‘word,
but I belleve she cares for fmn. o
she would not he so Hurt at what
r_his col , his n-
mh e knows now, as we
should haye foreseen. that .she was
bound to "know, that they were en-
gaged. Think what his silence ‘must
seem to her, conscious as she Is—too
conscious, “poor darll f the ch:
of the little defects in herself. ¢ There
is harm enough done already, but it
this lasts much longer it ‘may ruin
both thelr. lives, David!” Her: voice
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i s 1w cannot bear it, a
will not bear it. ‘If you are hornda-
ther, I am h9r mother. 1 claim my
right,” cried ' Lady Btemgnt; pas-
sionately. “I will not stand by and
see my child's happiness, her whole
future, wrecked, it may be, for what
seems to me .merely.an overstralned
sense of duty. I cannot see it other-
wise, but if you have any other rea-
son, _luNlY I, your wife, ought to
{g}:\‘:;; Tell me—why are you doing
Brought to a stand, Sir David stopd
for a moment, breathing quick d
hard, bis mouth working, the heavy
reddish brows almost hiding the bait-
ed- gleam in -,thg Eﬂy _eyes, while-the
fear which ha nee before crosscd
Conyers’ mind struck cold and sharp
. to the wife's heart.
~ “Why do I_do it?" he cried, flinging
off her hand, like & man go S to
desperation. “It is all 1 ecan -1
must do t!” 2 2
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